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EPILOGUE 
Spoken toche KIN Gat the opening tne 


PL AY-Houſeat Oxford on Sarurday laſt, 
Being March the Nineteenth x 68 1. 


\ S from 4 darknd Roome ſl oMs Optick, glaſs 


Tranſ; mits the diftant'S pecres as they paſ. $3: 
The worlds large Landſchape is from far def cry'd, 
And men contraGied on the Paper glide ; 


Thus crowded Oxford repreſents Mankind, 


And intheſe Walls Great Brittain ſeems Confer d. 
Oxtord is now the publick, Theater; _ 

And you both Audience are, and Aﬀors here. 
The gazins World onthe New Scenc attend, . 
Admire the turns, and wiſha proſp'rous end. 
Thzs Place the ſeat of Peace, the quiet Cell _ 
IWhere Arts remov'd from noiſy buiſneſs dwell, 
Shou'd calm your Wills, unite the jarring parts» 
And with a kind Contagion ſerve your hearts : 


YE + 


Oh |! may its Genius, vike ſoft Muſick move, 


And tune you all to Concord and to Lowe. 

Our Ark that has in Tempeſts long been toft, 

Con'd never land on ſo ſecure a Coaſt. 

From hence you may look back on Civil Rage, 
And view the ruines of the former Age. 

Here a New World its glories may unfold, 

And here be ſawd the remnants of the Old. 

But while your daies on publick thoughts are bent 


_ Paſtills to heal, and future to prevent'; 
. Some vacant houres allow to your delight, 


_ Mirth is the pleaſeng buiſneſs of the Night, 


The Kings Prerogative, the Peoples right. 


* Were all your houres-tofallen cares confand , 
"The Body won'd be Faded by the Mind. 

Tis Wiſdoms part betwixt extreams to Steer: _ 
| Be Gods m Senates, but be Mortals bere. 


FINIS. 


